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“ To raise the virtués, animate the bliss, 
“ And sweeten all the toils of human life.” —Taomson. 
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SOPHIA, 
[ CONTINUED. ] 


% a * . . 
“ It is an interview,” returned So- 





You. f. 


he: ™ oh, lovely flower! “plucked Tf from 
the parent stem, despoiled, trampled 





man a 


“ Oh stop!Asaid Sophia: “ be calm, I 








» phia, « [no longer phi to defer. I mayyjentreat you; compose yourself for my 


appear better to you, and certainly ! 
anrso, but do not deceive yourself or 
colonel Dangerfield, with the expecta- 
tion of my recovery.My life is fast draw- 
ing to a close, and I wish,while strength: 
sufficient remains, to see the colone!— 
io him I will confess my past errors 
awd misery, and to his care I will con- 
fide my orphan child.” . 


Too well was he convinced of the! 
TT10¢> 4 Ls i . 
justice-of what she said. The disorder 


was too deeply rooted to be eradicated, | 


ania very few weeks would behold the 
lovely victim consigned to an untimely 
grave. 

The following morning colonel Dan- 
gerfield paid his promised visit So- 
phia had vainly endeavored to fortify 
her mind te receive him with calmness; 


nel Clarringtons would I 


sake: this agitation I cannot bear.” 
“T will be calm,” returned the colo- 

nel, seating himself by the side of the 

bed. * Consider meas a friend, and 


Htc me if there is any thing ican do to 


alleviate your sorrows.” 

«* You can do much,” sighed Sophia: 
‘“‘ but firstly, as well as my strength wil! 
allow, I must inform you of all the par- 
ticulars of my acquaintance with colo- 
had done it 
years ago! but that is now past, and it 
only remains for me to confess faults, 
which Tought never to have commit- 
ted; which, | with respect to this world, 
have been my utter ruin; and which, 
too surely, will break the heart of my 
kind, my tender mother:”’ 

Sophia could not mention her mother 








her efforts were fruitless; she tremble “dhi 
Violently, and her agitation was ex- 
treme, The perturbation of the colonel] 
Was little less than her own. He took’ 
her hand, and for some minutes held it 
in silence. 


|Without weeping bitterly; at length, be- 


ing somewhat recovered. she would have 
entered into the detail of those sad cir- 
cumstances, which had conducted her 
from happiness to misery, and from in. 
nocence and health to guilt and deathh— 
bet the colonel prevented her. 





* [sit thus we meet?” at leneth, said’ 


« Defer this painfs! narration till our 


lon, and left to perish by the villany of 





eter =f : 
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next meeting.” said he, ** and tell me, 
has your mother forgiven you?.” 

This was a question, which, had) 
the colonel allowed himself to reflect for; 
a moment, he needed not to have asked; | 
the distress in which he found So-! 
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particulars of Sophia’s acquaintance 
with colonel Clarrington; he knew lit- 
‘tle of them himself, but he explained 
her present state, her repentance, and 
wish to see her mother. 


“The same hour was Mrs. Danton 


phia, might have convinced him that conduc ted to her daughter. Description 


her mother was ignorant of her fate; the 
question, however, led te an explana- 
tion, and Sophia told him of the two 
letters which she had lately sent. 

“ Then your mother knows nothing) 
of your pr esent circumstances!” 

“ Nothing but what she could gather) 
from those two letters.” 

“ But, dear Sophia, she ought to be) 
informed of your present situation.— 
You certainly ought to see her.’ 

[tis my most ardent wish to do S0,| 
ang to obtain her forgiveness: but how 

ran £ add to grief already too gredt: | 








Think what anguish she will endure at “ Another day, my 


t! - sight of her guilty dying child.” 
« She wilh suffer most acutely,” re- 
tarned the colonel: * but@et more, nor; 





here must fail,for the | power of language 
is insufficient to describe the meeting. 
Many hours elapsed, before either were 
‘sufficiently composed to utter any but 
the most incohérent expressions. Ai 
length, seeing them somewhat. tranquil- 
lized, the colonel departed. 

When the colonel paid his visit the 
following morning, he found Sophia 
mueh the same as ‘she had been the pre- 
ceding day; she was anxious to rekte 
the particulars of a tale, which both the 
colonel and her mother wished, yet 
dreaded to hear. 
dear child, you 
will be better, I hope said Mrs. Dan- 
ton. “ Put of this narration fora day 
‘or two.” Sephia shook her head, 7% 


so muchas she does at this moment.— je < Let me tell you now,” said she; « it 


‘think of the dreadful uneertainty she; 
entlures, Ignorant of your real fate, 
her inn agination will be ever at work in 
pour traying the most gloomy pictures. |: 

Mheletiers you sent could not tend to re-| 
lic vo her anxiety for youshey must hare} 
harrewed up her soul with the most: 
dreadful apprehensions. Allow me to! 

call upon her; trust to my discretion | j 
in informing her of your situation—I) 
will break it to her by. degrees, and, 
finally, permit me to cOnduct her toyous 
that you may have the satisfaction of) 
receiving her pardon and blessing.” 

‘Po this offer, Sephia sobbed assent, 
end the colonel svon after departed, that 
heanight go and inform the unhappy 
nother, of the state of her daughter— 
and prepare her for an interview; the 
cffect of which, he dreaded for both. 

We will pass over the particulars) 
of an explanation, which verified the 
worst fears of Mrs. Danton, and ago-| 


nized the benevolent heart of the colo-! 
nel, 


will be a Weight off my mind. Le 
me tell you now; another day IL may 
not be inclined to enter upon so sad a 
subject.” 

Mrs. Danton sighed her ¢ acquiescence, 
ithe colonel drew his “chai nearer, and 
Sophia, being raised, and supp: orted in 
her bed by pillow s, related her agoniz- 
ing tale. Mrs. Danton could not re- 
strain her sobs, nor the colonel sighs, 
and frequently groans, at a tale which 
by turns excited horror, grief, and in- 
dignation. 
| “Oh, my child,” sobbed Mrs. Dan- 
ton, © why did you not make me ac- 
quainted With this, at the very begin- 
ning? Was Lever so severe a motiicr, 
that you dared not tell me?” 
| ae Spare me, spare me, I entreat 
you,” said Soplia. “ Bitterly have | 
suffered for my concealment. Do not 
veproach me, but forgive your penitent 
child.” 

“ Most sincerely do I forgive thee— 
and oh, that it were in my power te 





It was notin his power to relate the 








lvestore thee to health and happiness. 
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Sophia, exhausted by her long nar-jI do not myself feel: she may linger 


ration, su: k back, nearly fainting: af- 
tera few minutes, she somewhat: reco- 


vered, nnd having taken her mixture, 
soon fell into a tranquil sleep, which’ 





continued for*more than an hour. 


When she awoke, she found that the 


colonel was gone, and inthe course of 
the evening, Mrs. Danton informed 
her, that captain Newman, immediate- 
ly on his arrival in London, had gone to 
Curzon street, not doubting of finding 
her ather muther’s.* Frem him it was, 
that Mrs. Danton had learned the 
outlines of her daughter’s misfortunes. 
Shehad read the malicious paragraph 
in the newspaper, which occasioned her 
a severe fit of illness, and when she 
heard the tale repeated by.captain New- 
man, though very much altered and 
softened; when she knew that her daugh- 
ter was in England, concealing herseif 


from her knowledges periaps suffering 


all the horrors of indigence and want; 


perhaps for months; but, without a mi- 
racie, she cannot recover.” 

Colonel Dangerfield made known to 
his lady the whole affair. She shed 
jtears over the misfortunes of Sopisia: 
and with humanity, honorable both to 
herself and her husband, proposed to 
himthe plan of taking the little Sophia 
into their protectiom, in case of the de- 
cease of her mother. 

‘“‘ Amiable Maria,” said the colonel, 
pressing her hand to his lips, * you 
‘prevent my wishes. I believe the only 
jearthly care Sophia now feels, is on ac- 
jcount of het child; I can now set hev 
jmind at ease on that subject; and if, 
‘indeed, she must die, she will leave with 
pleasure, a world, in which she has 
knowa little but sorrow.” 
| “Sophia received this intelligence 
with tears of gratitude. 
| * Nowj” said she, “my cares are 
jover; my child will be protected by 








' 





it occasioned a relapse which had near-/those who will train her in the paths of 


ly termined her existence. 


virtuc, and guard her against those 


It was not in the power of captain |dangers which have been fatal to me.— 
Newman to furnish her with any clue/OQh my mother! do not weep for me, ra- 


to discover the retreat of Sophia, 
vertiscment after 
been. mserted in different newspapers, 
cntreating her to return to a parent,| 
whose life depended on the restoration) 
ofa beloved child. Weeks passed away, 
without any tidings of her. 
ton was a prey to despair, when her 
grief was augmented almost to distrac- 
tion, by the receipt of Sophia’s two let- 
ters: for a forinight she kept her bed, 
and had only left her room a few days, | 
when colonel Dangeftiield visited her, 
and told her of the melancholy state of 
her daughter. After this meeting and 
explanation, Sophia’s health appeared 
to be for some time stationary; both ce- 
lonel Dangerfield and Mrs. Danton flat- 
tered themselves, that as she was not 
worse, she would soon be better, and 
expressed their hopes to Dir. Mont- 
ruse, 

“ >Tis a fallacious disease,” said he; 
“JT cannot fatter vou with hopes, which 


Ad-, 


advertisement had) 


Mrs. Dan-| 


ther rejoice that I shall be delivered 
ifroun a persecution that has over whelm- 
led me. Soon will the grave receive me, 
land I shall be at rest. 

Mrs. Danton tried in vain fo restrain 
ithe tears that rolled fast down her 
icheeks; her little grand-child sat upon 
her knee, and as she pressed it to her 
bosom, the infantine days of her own 
Sophia with all her artless endearments 
and happy play ftlness,rushed to her me- 
mory, aud presented such a strong, 
such a powerful contrast to the imelan- 
choly seene before her, that deep and 
lheavy sobs burst from her laboring bo- 
som. ‘he heart of the Colonel swelled 
with an emotion of sorrow, almost to 
bursting, as he gazed upon the dying 
Sophia. A hectic flush tinged with 
bloom her pallid countenance, and hee 
leyes sparkled with uncommon anima- 
Lion. 5 
| To he continued. 
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. to struggle through!” “This little child * con-} 
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POBPRY. — 


For the Inquisitor. 


Mn M‘Minn,—by inserting the following, the} 
production of a young friend, long since num- 
bered with the dead, you will oblige . 

Ferpinarpo. 

Rich twine a wreath, and place it where 

Fach beauty plays im Susan’s hair, 
©, When the skin, (pure as driven snow 

On mountain’s top) on Susan’s brow; 

More perfect form, more piercing eye, 

Ne’er in Diana could we spy 

And such a ruby lip, oh! Heav’n, 

Shall ne’er again to maid be giv’n, 

Until the racetof Gods and men, 
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* has already lost his father—and its mother, a 
most amiable creature, is left almst destitue of 
support.” Mr. Spencer was touched to the soul. 
He took the child from the lady, and embracing 
it ‘with tears in his eyes—* Heaven help thee, 
indeed!”’ says he—“ but if thoy art destitute of 
a!l other friends, I will be a friend to thee! Pray 
madam, will it not be impertinent. to inqutre 
more particularly into the circumstsnces of the 
lady’s situation?” She is now in my house, sir, 
says she, * and will inform you herself.” On this, 
she rang a bell, when Maria. dressed in deep 
mourning, entered, and rushing across the room, 
threw herself at her father’s feet. With a voice 
choaked in tears, she could only say, “ forgive 
me. sir! forgive"me.” "He remained awhile in 
-uspense looking first at his daughter, then at 
the child—at length the tears began to flow: 
and catching Maria in his arms—“I do forgive 
thee, my poor child!” says he, ‘ from my sé@ul | 
do—all that is past’ shall be, forgot—-this little 





Shali mingle on the earth again. C.E 
PATERNAL FORGIVENESS. 
[conLLUDED.] 


She had the good fortune to meet with a com | 
fortable asylum soon after her arrival, at the 
house of a lady who had been her mother’s most 
intimate friend. By her, she was treated with 
all the kindness of a parent; and her benefactor 
desirous of doing her still more essential ser- 
vice, resolved to attempt the arduous task» of 


angel makes amends for all.” 

This sudden stroke of felicity was too much 
for Maria, who fainted in her father’s arms. A 
scene ofiender contusion ensued, which héw- 
ever terminated in transports of affection and 
gratitude; and the lady whose benevolent inge- 
nuity had brought about the happy event, re- 
ceived the most heart-felt satisfaction from her 
success. 





reconciling ber to her father. As th s lady’s good 
sense was equal to her benevolence, she was 
sensible that ii. order to succeed in such an a'- 
tempt, it wes not advisable to make a direct 
application, which would give. resentment an| 
opportunity cf being heard as well as natural af. 
fection; bu’ first to awaken his p»renta! feelings, 
and then urge ihe suit while the impression was 


still warm. She had soon an opportunity for ex- 
eSvitne her plan. 

“ir Spencer, who had always kept up an ir. 
tere ~ of strict friendship with her, c:me to 


Ler avisit. It was con rived that Maria’ 
ciuild, one of the loveliest children ever beheld, 
should carelessly enter the room, and play about 
among the company. I: soon caught the eye 
of Mr. Spencer, who was always extremely 
fond of children, and he asked the lady te whom 
the charming boy belonged. “ To a friend of 
mine,” she slightly answered, and turned the 
discourse to some other subject. The, child at- 
tracted more and more of Vir. Spencer’s notice 
He called it to him, set it on ‘his knee. and by 
several acts of endearment rendered it familiar 
withhim ‘The hoy, pleased with the notic: 
taken of him, exerted all his little powers of en- 
gaging, and at length entirely won the heart of 
his unknown grandfather 

The lady of the house, who had been an at. 
tentive, though silent observer of this progress 
of affection. now came up, took the little one an 


jhad been in purgatory. 


TO THE PATRONS OF THE INQUISITOR. 


(cf In the course of afew weeks we intend to 
publish the subscribers names to the Inquisitor. 
Those of our fiir readers who wish any altera- 
tion in their names, wi!] please to send notice to 
the office, No. 37, Walnut stree'. 





TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, 


Lines by Alfred, to Miss A** R*** came too 
late for insertion this week, but shall appear in 
our nest. 

Eugenio has been received, and shall appear 
in our next number. 

Severa! other communicatiens are under con- 
sideration, which shall be attended to. 





A poor taylor being released from a troub‘e- 
some world, and a scolding wife. went to the 
gate of Paradise. Peter asked him if ever he 
‘No,’ said the taylor, 
‘»ut [ have been married;’ ‘oh,’ says Peter, ‘that 
is atlthe same.” The taylor had scarce got in, 
giove a fut, turtle-eating aldermon came pufl- 
ing and blowing. ‘Hulloo. you fellow.’ said he, 
‘spenthe door’ ‘Not so fast, sxid Peter, have 
vou been in purgatory?’ ‘no, said the alderman, 
‘but what is that to the purpos:? you let in that 
poor half-starved taylor, and he had been no 
more in purgatory than I.’ ‘But he has been 





her arms, and kissipg it, cried, “ Heaven help 
thee, sweet boy! thou hast a troublesome world 


married,’ said Peter.’ +‘ Marr‘ed!’ exclaimed the 
alderman, ‘why, I have been macried twice.’ 








tinued she, addressing herself to Mr. Spencer, 





‘Then pray go back again,’ said Peter, ‘Paradise 
is not the place for fools.’ 
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